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WORKS 


FORWARD 
I must ask that you please not flatter yourself. 
My art firstly regards myself, 


And secondly regards the moon. 


HONEY 
It was so magical. 


He lives in my hair. 


JUNE 4TH 

On Tuesday June 4", 

I passed a rain-soaked scrabble board. 

The word wet, laid out to dry, I thought that was funny. 
Nearly reached for my camera, 

But recently I've decided that sentimentality isn't for me, 


Even though it all reminds me of you. 


JUNE 6TH 
On Thursday June 6", 
I walked home from work. 


They were cleaning the streets, and the air smelled like the rain. 


At this point I'll take anything. 
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VANCOUVER 

One day in June, a west coast man labeled himself off-putting. 

I joked that I knew how he felt, 

And next wondered if he knew how I did. 

I wanted to ask him if his hollowness rendered him lonesome, 

If he had a love pervaded alien heart that ached for anything more. 
But I couldn't, I know, 


I knew. 
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SEVEN PM 

Last night I thought about calling you, 
At an hour only yours, 

Eleven, 

Four hours past seven pm. 

At eight, 


I ran into an old friend by the water, 


And admittedly first thought it was you. 


It wasn't, 

I questioned how that made me feel. 
At ten, 

Three hours past seven pm, 

I wrote to my childhood best friend. 


I told her I held love in her leave, 


And how I recognized that I could live without her. 


At twelve, 

Five hours past seven pm, 
And one past eleven, 

I blew out my candle, 


And chose to call you tomorrow. 
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JUNE 87 

On Saturday June 8th, 

I saw a man, chin up underneath of a hundred-year-old tree. 
I faked his fixation on sparrows or robins, 


I pretended that I found somebody like me. 


JUNE 10TH 
On Monday June 10%, 


The Earth cried for me. 


MOURNING DOVE 

My love for the birds began during the summer of you. 
Grew during the winter of you. 

Blossomed during the spring of you. 


Sometimes I find myself around you, 


Never intentional, although I'm sure you see it otherwise. 


I like to believe that somehow it just works out that way, 


And I like to believe that it doesn't. 
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PACIFIC 

She remembers the man with blue eyes, 

For they bore a vast resemblance to great Pacific waters. 
How ironic she thought, 


That this very same sea sought to erase the countless lines he drew 
in the sand. 
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GIRLS TOGETHER 


Today my best friend told me that she had a gut feeling she was 
about to get ghosted by a boy. 


Today I told her that I had a gut feeling I would experience a 
romantic reunion inside of a hospital emergency room. 


I sat alone, 
He picked her up, 


We're just girls. 
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MONTH OF MARCH AND EVER SO 

You seek the one with honeysuckle lips. 
Kissing your waist, your collarbones, 

The nape of your neck. 

And although you find your faith in him today, 


Tomorrow he will change his mind. 
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MAGUIRE 

I have a box. 

An ivory shoe box once home to a pair of leather ballet flats, 
Now a home to everyone I have ever loved, 

And everyone who has ever hurt me. 

I once wrote that sentimentality was no longer for me. 

How silly of me to believe a dreamer unable to reminisce, 
About a pen as blue as his eyes, 


Or faded receipts of salads and croissants shared with something 
that once was. 


To remember all that I have loved and lost is to remember that I will 
love and lose again. 


My white shoebox rests in my kitchen, the cabinet above my 
refrigerator. 


Once home to a pair of leather ballet flats, 


Yet now a home to me. 
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MAIN STREET USA 

When I was 21 years old, 

I wandered the streets that I now call home. 
It's consoling I suppose, 


To consider I was never lost. 
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UNTITLED I 

That’s the thing about great love, 

There's hardly a chance of it happening twice. 
But even with a love so extraordinary, 

Those feelings are ever eternal. 

To find beauty and unity in one life, 

Is to find heartbreak and rift in every other. 


Someone undoubtedly must always walk away. 
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FIELDWORK 

He lives in the field, 

In forget me nots and cornflowers blue. 
In swamp home to twin Pisces fish, 
Reflective of the open sky, 


And bluebirds stained cerulean. 
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JUNE 127" 
On Wednesday June 12* I thought about my mother, 
And hoped by evening I'd find the words. 


It seems everything is the same. 
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JUNE 187 

On Tuesday June 18th I write in the morning, 

Alongside coffee and the sun. 

I find it a pleasant change, from fireweed tea and the moon. 


All I had to do was change everything. 
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NIHILISM PT 1 

Lately I've been thinking a lot. 

I miss a man who doesn't exist and my feet are cold. 
I would be a terrible nihilist. 

Why am I trying to change myself? 

I need to eat less chocolate. 

I need to eat more chocolate. 

I need to make up my mind. 


I want to go to Italy. 
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NIHILISM PT 2 


Often I see my love for the planets and the stars as proof of 
something to hold onto, 


Other times I condemn myself hysteric. 
I find it difficult to accept life with little meaning, 


As I'd have nowhere to turn when I break my heart and I feel like I 
can't breathe. 


When phrased this way, it seems my love is nothing but a coping 
mechanism. 


That makes me feel ill. 


The world around me is alive. 


NO STOPPING AT ANYTIME 
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SIX MONTHS WITHOUT YOU 
I'm 24 years old. 


I am currently 25 years old, which appears to be glorious, earth- 
shattering, exhilarating, tear inducing and sanguine all at once. 


My favourite colour is blue I think, although I find it changing 
often. I think it really is blue though, because it's the colour of the 
sky and the ocean and the bluebirds and you. 


I think my favourite colour is still blue, I'm really not too sure. Last 
time I said so, only as a reflection to a man I once adored with 
Pacific eyes, his name on this blue ballpoint pen. Perhaps I haven't 
changed and that's okay. 


I rewind to the colour blue. I was just reminded how blue the sky is 
and how blue the ocean is, which are both more lovely than any 
man's eyes. I also read a book about the colour blue that I hold close 
to my heart. Blue will always be my favourite colour. 


I think too much, I enjoy being told what to do, it helps me think 
less. 


I still think too much and that's okay. I recently discovered that I 
love to learn more than anything. Learning is proven impossible 
without thinking. 


I don't have a favourite food. The thought of attachment to food 
frightens me. I seek comfort in numbers. 


I most definitely have a favourite food. I love chocolate but not as 
much as I love the sea. 
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I feel emotions very deeply and oftentimes I find them much too 
heavy. It's my biggest setback a lot of the time. 


I still feel things very deeply yet I'm learning to be at peace with 
that. I've come to realize that it will likely never change. 


I'm incredibly observant. More so than people give me credit for. I 
met a girl as observant as me once and I miss her very much. 


I'm observant, and I give myself credit. I channel it into my art and I 
have fallen deeply in love with my camera. I treasure my time with 
the girl once observant. I think about her often. 


I recently learned that I love to run. If I could run forever I would. 
I no longer run, I'm okay with that. Forever is much too long. 


Talking is hard for me. It's my entire job. Most of the time I feel like 
I'm putting on a show in which I constantly am required to 
improvise. It's gotten easier with time. 


With time I find myself no longer surrounded by those who make 
me feel inferior. 


I've only met one person that didn't make me feel that way. I'm still 
trying to figure out why that is. 


I have met many people that don't make me feel that way, and I 
know exactly why that is. 


4:44 
You made me believe in magic. 


I believe in you. 
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FLEW 

You wouldn't recognize this home little bird, 

And on your return I'll make sure of it. 

I changed the lightbulbs, 

I stood on a chair and questioned why I wished you were still here. 


Yet I believe it to be okay because you're not, and the air is warmer 
in more ways than one. 


As I replaced the carpet I thought of you, 
I pondered over what you would think. 


But now the ground is softer beneath my feet and it's the first thing I 
feel when I wake up in the morning. 


I have a coffee pot now; I wish you knew. 
More plants, a chair so lovely, 

A new white dress and a doormat too. 

You wouldn't recognize this home little bird, 


For it's entirely empty of you. 
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MID JUNE 


I like to pretend that if I turn my pain into art, someone will see me 
worthy of salvation. 


I seek safety in other people, 


And it seems lately that I cannot find it. 
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JUNE 19TH 
On Wednesday June 19th, 


I was immortalized in an old man's phone. 


Walking along water, under purple skies and a moon close to full. 


My dearest white dress with my hair pulled back. 


Thank you. 
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JUNE 20TH 

On Thursday June 20th, I walked, 
Through side streets and alleys, 
Through grass and parking lots. 

I take pleasure in smelling the lilacs, 
I take pleasure in hearing the birds. 


I pray these blistered feet to take me home. 


EMPATHY EXAM #88 

I treasure my relationships big and small. 
I continue to water them, 

I let them grow and I turn them tender. 
Because even in their cruelty, 

I see them human. 


Maybe they didn't mean to be so brute after all. 


Maybe their mothers showed them love in abandonment. 


It typically doesn't make me feel much better. 
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MOTHER 

Some days I believe that I'm destined to die young, 
In a melodramatic, tragically beautiful type of way. 
The thought arises at my most content, 
Accompanied by the birds and the water, 

And by all the people who love each other. 

I ponder who would mourn me, 

Besides my mother of course. 


Yet I watched her cry over the death of a girl she never knew the 
face of, 


When I was avowing my depression, 

When I was confessing that I couldn't breathe. 
As I showed her in every way, 

How the world had abandoned me, 


I watched her cry over the death of a stranger. 
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BLUE 

At most second choice. 

Yet first in his eyes, reflected in hers, 
Blue. 

As the ocean, as the evening sky, 
Blue. 

As infant stares, 

As the little bird who haunts her, 
Blue. 

In time he retires, 

And in time she gathers her treasures. 
His book, his pen, his hair and eyes, 
Blue. 

To dispose of them, 

To fly away, little bird 

Blue. 

To wash away his imprints in the sand, 
Would force her so inexplicably 


Blue. 
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PINK 

My love is mine to keep, so pink. 

As the baby girl or cherry juice, 

Pink. 

I hold her, my love, I rock her, 

I smell her, I kiss her, 

I feed her fruit and watch her grow 
As rosebushes do, 

Pink. 

I soften knowing she will never leave, 
As knowing the sun shall forever set 
Stretched across the evening sky, 
Pink. 

Because even in her destruction, 

Her insides now a mess across my kitchen floor, 


She is still pink. 
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JUNE 21% 

On Friday June 21st, 

I mourned once more. 

You told me to look at the rainbow. 
And as I stood outside, 

Soaking wet under grey dreary skies, 


I finally realized. 


JUNE 22NP 
On Saturday June 22nd, 


I danced. 
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M wr, 
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FEATHER 

I recall some years ago, finding the feather of a magpie. 
It was purple and blue; it was black and green. 
And as I held my love in the palm of my hand, 
I rejoiced. 

Three years later he looked at me, 

Neck full of mockingbirds, 

All in the same. 

And as I held my love in Pacific eyes, 

I rejoiced. 

One year later I met him, 

He told me tales of sandhill cranes, 

He told me tales of eagles bald, 

And as I held my love in innocence, 

I rejoiced. 

Soon after he visited, 

Perched atop my right shoulder, 

Body warm against mine. 

And as I held my love in my heart, 


I rejoiced. 
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BASKET 


4:44 pm, 


This grocery store is home to your ghost. 


I reached for the basket, two by mistake. 
Stuck together, 


The trivial things remind me of you. 
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TORNADO PT 1 

I used to not dress for the cold, 

It never made a difference anyhow. 

But lately I’ve found myself checking the weather. 
As I’ve been spending more time with the sky, 
The water and the birds. 

So my sweaters stay folded throughout mid-July, 
And my scarves rest through June. 


It’s something I think about fairly often. 
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777 


Tonight I followed the pelicans south, 


And rejoiced with rabbits under church bells. 


Tonight I savoured the sky, 


As I learned what it felt like not to be lonely. 
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UNTITLED II 
Some nights I find myself in your neighbourhood, 


Hoping not to run into you. 


And if I do, I surely hope you don't think it's strange. 


It's just that it's a nice alternative from my own, 


And I truly do love the water. 
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CAMERA 

Recently I've found love, 

Walking by the water surrounded by beautiful people, 
And as the days pass, I begin recognizing their faces. 
Some are girls together, 

Some are in love, 

Some are alone as I am, 

And some have vibrant beautiful souls. 

I find companionship in their solidarity, 

And I find safety in my distance. 


And as I find myself along the shore, praying these minutes to live 
forever, 


I take a photo. 
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JUNE 25TH 

On Tuesday June 25th, 

I walked past a man that I recognized. 

It was raining and I didn't have an umbrella. 

I thought about what had happened to me, 

And how my life had been turned upside down. 
I then considered, 


Perhaps it had been turned right-side up. 
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LETTERS 
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APOLLO 13 

The day before Father's Day 2024, 

I visited the thrift store. 

I saw a hat, baby blue, with your name embroidered in ivory thread. 
I laughed. 

I thought about what I felt for you, 

And I thought about how you named me Apollo 13. 


I thought about what I felt for you and for him, and for everyone in 
between. 


I asked the cashier how he was, and he asked me how I was in 
return, 


I lied. 
A small part of me hoped he would mention the hat; 
He didn't of course. 


Because a baby blue hat with your name in ivory thread isn't 
important to anyone but me. 


And yet still I wait for someone to ask me about it, 
So I can laugh and tell them all about you, 

Or him or anyone in between. 

You named me Apollo 13, 


I wear your hat on the moon. 


77 


78 


ELLIE 

Ellie dear, 

I'll always love you so. 

I haven't heard from you, 

And I think that's okay. 

Every now and then I reach out to a number that might be yours. 
It's okay if it isn't. 

It's okay if it is. 

Ellie dear, 

I choose to believe you know that I care, 

And that I hope you're okay. 

I still worry sometimes, 

But I know that your heart is one to wander free, 
And it's just the way that you are. 

Ellie dear, 

I pray the world is your stage. 

And if it is, as I know it is, 

I am forever front row for your one-woman show, 
As you take over the world, 


Like I always knew that you would. 


Ellie dear, 

I'm not okay, 

And that's okay. 

I just want you to know, 


I'll always love you so. 
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POETA 

Poeta you took something from me, that I can never get back. 
Standing six foot four, maybe less maybe more. 

It seems I'm unsure, 


After one whole bottle of wine. 


Poeta do you remember? 
My driver, his name was Lucky, and you called it a sign. 
So I believed you, 


After one whole bottle of wine. 


Poeta do you remember the way that my hair looked? 


How I smelled like pistachio and cream? 
Do you remember how you told me I was perfect in every way, 


And then threw me out of your room? 


I bled and I mourned and I cried, but Poeta it wasn't for you. 


I grieve the girl that I was before, the one you never had met. 


She could smell your cologne and eat cookie dough and believed in 
august hearts. 


Yet what type of love could she possibly have known, 


After one whole bottle of wine. 
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QUOIN 


I remember the night that I met you. I thought you were beautiful, 
but I couldn’t help but notice the black circles underneath of your 
eyes. 


It made me think about the first night that we talked and how we 
had both had stayed up until nearly four am. I took note of how I 
was the first to fall asleep because normally that isn’t so. 


Now it was one am, and you told me how you had been struggling 
to sleep. It seems that I kept you up once more. 


I’m sorry. 


I remember your eyes because they’re green like mine, and I 
remember your hair. It smelled like the coast and fittingly it was wet 
when you got here. 


I remember the gift that you brought me, and I see it every day 
when I’m at work. A kind lady wanted to buy some for her husband. 
I smiled and recommended it to her. I told her I had tried it, and I 
told her that I had liked it. 


I remember how I kept looking at you because I thought you were 
beautiful, and I remember that you weren’t doing the same. I 
remember being okay with it because when you hugged me 
goodbye it felt like everything all at once. 


I think that’s why I lost our game of scrabble; it seems I really 
wasn’t paying that much attention to it. 


You went home at five am and barely slept. 


I think you wanted me to be it all, but I’m just a girl and it saddens 
me that you felt that way. I can see that you’re hurt, and I pray you 
know that my heart is so full for you. 
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You told me once how you were careless with your own, and how 
something bad had happened. I didn’t want to pry, and I promise 
that I still don’t yet sometimes I suspect that’s why you hurt me. 


There’s so much I wish to say to you, if only you would let me say 
it, but I know that you won’t. 


So I walk with my camera and my sunburnt scalp, and I try to find 
myself in the water and I try to find myself in the birds. 


But when I return home, I’m often reminded that nothing really 
feels much better. 


Often I think about the silly things we shared. I think it’s even sillier 
to share these things yet have it mean nothing. 


We shared a love for Blue Jays. Last year when I began to run, I 
noticed that they were everywhere. It felt meaningful at the time and 
now it seems I’m trying to come to terms with the fact that it never 
was. 


I think about your cactus for good luck. I remember the night that I 
was hurt and how Lucky drove me to the house with the cactus, and 
how it felt so meaningful to me at the time. 


But yesterday I discovered that house is now vacant. 


Oftentimes I think about how we both plan to move to the island; it 
seems we both love the sea. 


I talked to a woman today, and she told me she wanted to move 
there too, and I thought about you. 


I thought about how you once told me that you wouldn’t disappear, 
and I guess in a somber way you were right. 
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But I wish you wouldn’t had said that to me when I had no one else 
around. 


I think about my future, and how one day I hope to be surrounded 
by beautiful people who find the joy in returning my love. 


But then I remember, 


You'll be somewhere on that stupid fucking island too. 
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TORNADO PT II 
One cloudy evening, everything changed. 


I choose to write about it now to keep it safe, but I have a difficult 
time imagining I could ever forget. 


It was a Sunday, and I was wearing a long white dress. 


I spent the day at work, there was a tornado warning which I 
thought was quite silly because I couldn't see a cloud in the sky, yet 
the air was hot, suffocatingly so. 


On my break I sat outside breathing in the thick air, and then ate 
some sugar-free chocolate. 


I remember being quite upset, as I wanted to go for a walk. I love to 
walk; I believe that it fixes all my problems and I felt as if I had a 
lot of problems to fix. I went anyways. 


I couldn't see a cloud in the sky, and anyways, a tornado would be 
quite a melodramatic way to die; I have strong feelings regarding 
melodrama. 


The air was still hot, yet the clouds had come out. 


I had decided to photograph people that night, rather than buildings. 
I felt something special in the collective energy that night. Perhaps 
there was a certain unity between the people outside during an 
emergency weather alert. 


Normally I sit on the dock alone, but that night I was joined by 
many. Including girls bathing in the river, laughing and pulling each 
other under. It was quite gross, but I choose to see it the beauty in it. 
It was just that type of night. 


90 


Later I walked under the clouds; they were magnificent. I couldn't 
believe that I didn't have my camera with me but maybe it was 
supposed to happen that way. 


There was a mysterious man inside my phone who I enthusiastically 
told that the world was now my muse, and that I couldn't wait to 
write. I suppose I'm doing that now. 


I later saw fragments of you outside your home; sometimes my feet 
just carry me there. I felt no anguish and I thanked you. 


I remember seeing you before things got bad. 


I always made jokes, that I knew I would see you again, although I 
expected us to be in nursing homes by then. It seems that I always 
carry you with me, and for once I find great relief in that. 


I find it funny, when I began writing this story it wasn't even about 
you, but I suppose now it's a letter of gratitude. 


And as I said, sometimes my feet just carry me there. 
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